THE HOUSE OF BERNARDA ALBA
MAGDALENA: I got up for a bit of air. There was a black storm-
cloud and a few drops even fell.
PON CIA: It was one in the morning and the earth seemed to give off
fire, I got up too. Angustias was still at the window with Pepe.
MAGDALENA [with irony]: That late! What time did he leave?
ANGUSTIAS: Why do you ask, if you saw him?
AMELIA: He must have left about one-thirty.
ANGUSTIAS: Yes. How did you know?
AMELIA: I heard him cough and heard his mare's hoof-beats.
PONCIA: But I heard him leave around four.
ANGUSTIAS: It must have been someone else!
PONCIA: No, I'm sure of it!
AMELIA: That's what it seemed to me, too.
MAGDALENA: That's very strange!
[Pause.]
PONCIA: Listen, Angustias, what did he say to you the first time he
came by your window?
ANGUSTIAS: Nothing. What should he say? Just talked.
MARTIRIO: It's certainly strange that two people who never-knew
each other should suddenly meet at a window and be engaged.
ANGUSTIAS: Well, I didn't mind.
AMELIA: I'd have felt very strange about it.
~ ANGUSTIAS: No, because when a man comes to a window he knows,
from all the busybodies who come and go and fetch and carry,
that he's going to be told 'yes*.
MARTIRIO: All right, but he'd have to ask you.
ANGUSTIAS: Of course!
AMELIA [inquisitively]: And how did he ask you?
ANGUSTIAS: Why, no way: *You know I'm after you. I need a
good, well brought-up woman, and that's you - if it's agreeable/
AMELIA: These things embarrass me!
ANGUSTIAS: They embarrass me too, but one has to go through it!
PONCIA: And did he say anything more?
ANGUSTIAS: Yes, he did all the talking.
MARTIRIO: And you?
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